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be windswept. The puddled road smelled of rain ; rooks
rose from the stubbles as if in surprise at the sound of
horses' hoofs ; and the turned earth of ploughed fields had
the sheen that betokened clay. To the flat landscape
poplars gave a certain spirituality ; and the russet-tiled
farmhouse roofs a certain homeliness.
" That's the manor, sir," said the driver, pointing with
his whip. Between an orchard and a group of elms, where
was obviously a rookery, Michael saw a long low house of
deeply weathered brick covered by Virginia creeper whose
leaves had fallen. At a little distance were barns, out-
houses, and the wall of a kitchen-garden. The T cart
turned into an avenue of limes and came suddenly on the
house unprotected by a gate. Michael pulled an old iron
bell. Its lingering clang produced a lingering man, who,
puckering his face, said: " Mr. Mont ? Sir James is
expecting you. This way, sir."
Through an old low hall smelling pleasantly of wood-
smoke, Michael reached a door which the puckered man
closed in his face.
Sir James Foggart! Some gaitered old countryman
with little grey whiskers, neat, weathered and firm-featured;
or one of those short-necked John Bulls, still extant,
square and weighty, with a flat top to his head, and a flat
white topper on it ?
The puckered man reopened the door, and said :
" Sir James will see you, sir."
Before the fire in a large room with a large hearth and
many books was a huge old man, grey-bearded and grey-
locked, like a superannuated British lion, in an old velvet
coat with whitened seams.
He appeared to be trying to rise.
" Please don't, sir," said Michael.
" If you'll excuse me, I won't,    Pleasant journey ? "

